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	1. Chapter 1

**AN: Takes place during RTTE, after their encounter with Viggo. Obviously not canon in any way, but an idea I had to get out of my head. Characters may seem a bit OOC but I justify it since they are all under a lot of pressure.**

**May be a one-shot, but likely will be expanded into a full story. If so, I will post an update after the new chapter for An Impossible Moment.**

**Feel free to follow me on Tumblr for this and other stories: jadeandsunsets**

* * *

><p>"Why?! Why do we need to talk here?!" he cried.<p>

Hiccup sat in the stream, his knees crossed in a futile effort to maintain his dignity. Ten paces away on land stood Astrid, fully clothed but holding herself as though she too was on display. She looked uncharacteristically timid, while he was unusually sullen.

She sighed. "Well…you've been avoiding me all day, and this is the only place I could think of where you wouldn't run away."

He frowned deeply. "Because I'm naked?"

She shrugged, suddenly feeling embarrassed. "Yeah, that, and….", her eyes motioned towards his prosthetic, which lay on the rocks nearby.

After following her gaze, he looked back at her, glaring. "That's a low blow…" he muttered.

Astrid held her hands up in surrender. "I'm sorry! But we really do need to talk."

Hiccup scoffed. "No, Astrid, we don't. I tried to talk to you before you left for Berk, remember? I tried to talk to you when you came back. And now you want to talk?"

"Yes!", she insisted as she shifted uncomfortably. "I do."

"Well, that's great", Hiccup drawled sardonically. "Funny thing though; I don't."

He slowly moved towards the edge of the stream, releasing a deep exhale.

"We're done", he announced flatly.

He braced himself on a rock and awkwardly stood to lean against the stone. Grabbing his clothes, he draped his tunic over his lap as his put on the prosthetic.

Astrid paled. "W-what do you mean "we're done"?", her voice beginning to rise in panic. "Done with what?"

Hiccup rolled his eyes incredulously. "This!" he shouted, gesturing wildly between them. "What ever _this_ is!"

She shook her head vigorously as she approached him slowly. "Hiccup…no…."

Standing up, he took several steps back. "You say you care about me…that you trust me."

"I do!" she asserted.

He ignored her, moving his arms for emphasis. "And then you hide things from me! Making plans behind my back with Heather, which by the way, could have killed somebody."

She dropped her gaze to the ground, ashamed. Her arms tightened around her frame.

"And then", he continued dourly, "everything changed. Suddenly I never see you anymore." Shaking his head, he turned on his heels and walked into the woods.

Astrid groaned in exasperation, her patience running thin. "That's not fair; I was giving you space!" she shouted to him, her breath quickening as she tried to keep up with him. "You were obviously upset, and I get that…but every time you looked at me l just felt so…guilty."

"Huh, isn't that something?", he scoffed over his shoulder, dripping with sarcasm. "You put your team in peril, lied to us…lied to me…and my eyes are what made you feel bad? Not because what you did was stupid and selfish?"

Astrid clinched her jaw, growing weary of the same argument. "Hiccup, please…I know…I said I was sorry and I am." Stepping over weaving ground roots, she was now within arms reach of him. "I know things have been weird lately, but it seemed like we were getting past it."

Hiccup stopped abruptly and turned, causing her to nearly bump into his chest. She quickly withdrew when she saw his stern expression.

He considered her for a moment, eyes scanning her features, breathing heavily from his hurried pace. "Yeah, Astrid, I was getting over it." He shrugged dismissively. "Fine, you lied, you had your reasons…whatever. I still couldn't believe that you, of all people, would keep something like that from me. But I thought "hey, everyone makes a bad decision; it wont happen again.""

As Astrid began to open her mouth to interject, he quickly waved his hand to silence her. "And then you do it _again_! Sneaking around the island, hiding out in your hut, refusing to see anyone, and then you get up and leave…no explanation! Just gone. And then, more than a week later mind you, you finally come back…and don't think we need to know what you were doing?". He looked her up and down, eyes studying her closely. "You say you went to Berk, but did you? Really?"

Her cheeks reddened in offense. "Yes, I went to Berk!", she barked back, matching his volume. "You can ask your dad, ask my parents, ask anyone! Where else would I have gone?!"

Hiccup's face darkened, and his voice lowered. "I don't know, Astrid. And that's the problem. For the first time, I have no idea what you are going to do…". He added quietly, "…or who you are."

He turned away and continued walking in long strides. Within seconds, Astrid was in pursuit and sped up behind him. Their trail was becoming harder to see at the sun continued to set.

"Wait, Hiccup, please just hear me out", she begged. "I'll tell you what happened, why I had to go to Berk…Gods, would you **stop** running away from me so that I can tell…"

"Damn it, Astrid, shut up!"

The shout filled the air, his back still to her as he slowed to a stop. Narrow shoulders were tense; fists tightly clenched.

The silence was surreal; Astrid couldn't hear anything beyond her own breath. Eyes wide and mouth frozen in mid-speech. She was shocked, and hurt, and enraged. No one had ever said that to her. For Hiccup, kind and gentle Hiccup, to be the first and only…that was more than she could process.

Taken aback by his own outburst, Hiccup glanced over his shoulder and took in her pained expression. Looking away, his brow furrowed and his rage turned to melancholy. "Just….stop." he pleaded quietly. "This is pointless. It's getting dark and I'm going back to my hut. You…you should do the same."

As he marched towards the Edge, Astrid was unable to move. Her legs shook, muscles tightly clinched. Her heart rate increased and she fought the desire to chase after him…to either kiss him until he felt her remorse or slug him for daring to disrespect her. But knowing that neither was acceptable, she could only remain still as she watched him disappear behind the trees. She released a trembling breath, and she blinked back hot tears that began to form.

The last few months had been difficult enough. She feared for her best friend's safety, and was wracked with guilt for keeping the truth from her team…from Hiccup. Worried about Dagur, and dragon hunters. Viggo. Grieving the loss of her childhood home, coming to terms with her limitations as a protector for Berk. She had been struggling to be civil with her teammates, and couldn't contain her resentment for their immaturity. How could they be so carefree when everything around them was going to Hel?

She had two things in her life that kept her sane: Stormfly and Hiccup. Since coming to Dragon's Edge, her relationship with the latter had rapidly progressed. Three years of flirtation and chaste kisses quickly developed into a mature and comfortable relationship. She had always enjoyed their emotional bond, and how they challenged each other intellectually…but the physical nature of their union added a whole other layer. Away from the scrutiny of their parents, it seemed like the next logical step in their journey together. It was exciting in it's own right, a secret that they both shared. There were no labels or expectations forced upon them, and their nights together helped to soothe the uncertainty in their lives.

But now? It was gone. She had lost a lover, and worse, a friend. All because one bad decision led to another, and then another. The strain that her initial deceit inflicted on their relationship was painful, and the stress of it made Astrid ill. She couldn't eat, tossed and turned in her sleep, and her already hair-trigger temper was somehow even worse. Then she would cry, which only made her more angry. It was easy to attribute everything to being under excessive pressure…perhaps even depressed. But when it became apparent that her reliable biology was affected, she panicked. She didn't want to burden Hiccup yet, especially over what could be a false alarm. His ego was shattered over his recent loss to Viggo and he was abnormally agitated because of it. So she took it upon herself to go to Berk to get answers. An examination by Gothi confirmed what she already knew.

For the first time since facing the Flightmare, Astrid was terrified. She spent the last week obsessing over Hiccup's reaction, but she hadn't considered that their journey together could come to an end. Staring at the path he took, her hand subconsciously traveled over her stomach, resting beneath her naval. For the first time since she learned what the future had in store, she was not only afraid of the fragile life growing within her, but afraid for it as well.


	2. Chapter 2

**AN: Thank you all for the wonderful reviews, favorites, and follows! This story started as a random little drabble I had to get out of my head, and I'm thrilled that others have enjoyed reading it. I am expanding it into a multi-chapter fic and now have the full story outlined. Looking forward to sharing it!**

**This chapter is longer than most upcoming updates will be, and gives a lot of background. It may be too long for some but I needed to layout the history of Hiccup and Astrid's relationship (at least in this world) to give a foundation for future interactions. Hiccup is also extremely overwhelmed at this point, and we begin to see just how much is going on beneath the surface.**

**Hope everyone enjoys!**

* * *

><p>The cool night air blew in through a vented window as soft snoring filled Hiccup's hut. Unfortunately for him, he wasn't the one getting any rest tonight.<p>

Sitting on the ground and leaning against Toothless' side, Hiccup tried to find comfort in the steady rise and fall in time with the dragon's breath. While normally this soothing pattern and the surprising warmth would help lull him to sleep, that hadn't been the case for several weeks. Ever since Viggo left his taunting message, Hiccup's mind would not shut down. The hours he should have spent resting were instead consumed with walking through every possible scenario that could play out. Thinking about what Viggo's next steps would be, and which countermoves he would make in response…and whether or not the calculating Dragon Hunter would be expecting it. That was the most troubling part: whether he acted on impulse or devised a plan Viggo shouldn't expect, Hiccup couldn't help but think that he would still wind up springing the trap. Somehow, Viggo was in his head, and it drove Hiccup to the brink. So far he had always been a step ahead, ready for any move that was made. How do you defeat an enemy who knows what you'll do before you do?

These constant anxieties didn't only exist when Hiccup was unable to sleep. Even the rare hours he passed out from exhaustion did not offer a respite. Instead he was plagued by vivid dreams of what he worried would be imminent failure. Images of dragons being captured, sold, and savagely killed. His team trapped and tortured, because of a mistake he made. Astrid…

Oh, Gods, Astrid.

Where Astrid was concerned, he had always been afraid. The fear of rejection followed Hiccup through adolescence, not to mention being afraid of bodily harm if he unwittingly crossed her. As he grew to know her, and love not only the idea of her but for who she really was, fresh new fears came to the forefront. She had always been strong, quick, and resourceful. But as they encountered more powerful threats over the years, he worried that she would eventually be physically outmatched. That she could be taken away from him, for good. Even though Hiccup wasn't as weak as he used to be, he knew he was far from being on par with even the average Viking warrior. How could he protect her against an enemy that she couldn't overcome? What is he once again failed, and she suffered the consequences for his inadequacy?

Hiccup always carried these doubts, but was able to bury them in the moments they shared together. When she was with him, as they talked, laughed, or discreetly held one another, he didn't feel afraid. The more time they spent together the closer they grew, and he would often forget about his worries. It wasn't until their relationship crossed over from relatively innocuous to intimate that lingering fears began to take hold. At first, it was the intensity of his preoccupation for her safety. While he often fretted over the welfare of everyone he knew, there was a heightened unease regarding Astrid's well-being. Here was a woman whom he loved, and could imagine spending the rest of his life with…he could not only lose a friend and close companion, but his future.

As time went on, Hiccup began to worry about the continued secrecy surrounding their relationship. It was a largely unspoken arrangement, both individually too reserved to proclaim the details of their private lives and the other respecting that. Many around the village, including their friends and relatives, had joked and prodded for years, insisting that there was more going on between them away from watchful eyes. But despite the ribbing, no one knew what they actually were to each other. Once they were as seriously involved as a couple could be, Hiccup's gnawing insecurities wouldn't let him ignore how content Astrid still seemed with their four-year arrangement. Despite her early public advances, she was the one who was the most affected when they became the local gossip. The majority was benign, at first. Mostly about young love and flirtation; a few playful but risqué remarks when they would disappear together. But as the teens passed their sixteenth year, the whispered conversations suddenly centered on marriage, the responsibilities of a chief's wife, and the obligation to provide heirs. Perhaps it all happened too quickly for her to shift her self-image from a respected shieldmaiden to a more domestic and diplomatic role. Whatever the reason, the pressure to meet this future standard that was so out of alignment with her character was daunting. Hiccup was acutely aware of the pressure to become something you couldn't imagine yourself being; he recognized the heaviness in her eyes whenever it was mentioned. So he never pressed, even when they were alone, and was comfortable giving her time to adjust.

And time did pass. But while the physical nature of their relationship grew more bold, Astrid didn't show any sign of seeking a more committed, official future together. When she spoke of what lies ahead, it was always about training or aspirations to be validated as a true warrior. She never alluded to herself as a wife or mother, and certainly not as the wife of a chief. In contrast, Hiccup had no idea what he wanted for the future, only a rough depiction of the life he would lead. Nothing in this predetermined plan inspired him, other than the the hope that Astrid would be a part of it. He wouldn't mind going through an over-the-top ceremony, even having children, as long as she was with him.

Not that that was an option anymore.

Hiccup groaned as he leaned his head back and stared at the ceiling. The reality of what transpired that evening was still sinking in. It didn't feel real even as it was happening. Between the exhaustion, anger, and hurt, it felt like he was standing outside of himself, watching it all happen to someone else. Even now, he kept expecting Astrid to walk in, or find her sleeping on her newly claimed side of the bed. But that wouldn't happen ever again. He would have to look at her everyday and pretend that everything is fine; as if he never loved her. Not just on Dragon's Edge, but for the rest of their lives. Funny how something that became second nature over the years suddenly seemed impossible.

Overwhelmed with frustration, Hiccup firmly pressed his palms against his brow, growling at the beginnings of a headache coming on. He opened his eyes just in time to notice a large dragon claw aimed for his head. Rolling out of the way, he just missed Toothless' hind leg as he vigorously scratched at his flank. The jet-black dragon opened his heavy-lidded eyes to stare at the cause of his disturbed slumber. With a brisk huff, Toothless turned around to face the wall and curled away from Hiccup.

Pushing himself up from the floor, Hiccup glared at the dragon's sleeping form. "Thanks for the love, bud", he grumbled. Shaking his head, Hiccup trudged towards his bed but hesitated to climb in. With a heavy sigh, he finally sat down and leaned back on top of his blanket. He had been sleeping alone for several weeks, and it was beginning to feel depressing. The last time Astrid slept in his room was the night he discovered that she had hidden Heather's plan. They spent half the night arguing in harsh but hushed tones, both unwilling to back-down. It eventually ended with him leaving with Toothless, spending the rest of the night flying fast and recklessly over the ocean away from the island. When he returned before dawn, exhausted and deflated, he was surprised to find Stormfly out of her stable and Astrid asleep on his bed. Looking at her tear-stained cheeks and wind-chapped lips, he realized she had been out looking for him. When he didn't return, she fell asleep waiting. As upset as he was with her, he was also disappointed with himself for running away from confrontation…a bad habit he was still trying to shake.

The next several days were awkward, with Astrid actively trying to regain Hiccup's trust while he tried to maintain his composure. Despite his best efforts, he regularly wrestled with resentment and residual guilt. Even in the moment, he recognized he may have a been a little cold at times; maybe even passive-aggressive. He truly felt bad for leaving Astrid and Tuffnut alone at the Edge to face Ryker's ambush, especially since their pairing was partially driven by the desire to indirectly punish her. But from the moment Hiccup heard that they were under attack, the familiar fear of losing her came rushing back. After running the Dragon Hunters off of the island, he finally approached her during the clean-up effort and led her away to talk. Apologies were exchanged and while they weren't back to where they used to be, they seemed to be on the mend.

Then everything fell apart. The following week was disastrous, culminating with Heather's disappearance and the cryptic taunt left by Viggo. Overwhelmed and lost, Hiccup spent most of his free time in the clubhouse going through maps and Fishlegs' old books. He scoured the fragile pages to find any references to Maces and Talons, Dragon Hunter Island, traitors, or anything remotely tied to the Dragon Eye. In hindsight, he regretted not making himself more available when Astrid would come by to see him, asking to talk. He hadn't meant to brush her off but believed that every minute not spent working out Viggo's plan was an opportunity to miss something important. While at first she seemed to understand, Astrid's patience soon wore thin and she became more insistent that they speak in private. Sometimes she would raise her voice, and at one point he swore she almost started to cry. But she didn't understand; he had to solve this. She wasn't the one who could save Heather, the team, or even herself. That burden fell to him.

One day, she stopped checking on him. A few more days passed, and she still hadn't come by. Hiccup didn't know whether to be relieved or disappointed. On the one hand, he was able to focus, which he could never do when Astrid was around. For as long as he could recall, his attention always strayed when she was in sight. But a part of him still craved time with her. She was the one person on the island he could complete confide in — and could actually talk back. Although he did have a lot to talk about, Hiccup didn't feel that ruminating on the past would help him in his mission to find Viggo before he found them. So his research continued.

Another day passed and by this point, Toothless had had enough of being grounded. And he made his displeasure known. A casual swing of his tail knocked over stacks of books and parchment into a jumbled disarray on the floor. When Hiccup turned in his chair to reprimand the beast, he was greeted with bared teeth and a low growl. Knowing that the stubborn dragon would only cause more damage if ignored, Hiccup reluctantly conceded and left the clubhouse with Toothless strutting victoriously behind him.

It was mid-day, and the sun felt especially bright after hours inside. Shielding his eyes with his hand, Hiccup scanned the island. Everything seemed to be in order. A bit of faint smoke from something recently extinguished…he would have to ask Snotlout about that. The horizon was clear with no signs of an armada in the distance. Satisfied, he climbed onto Toothless and the duo launched into the air. As they gained altitude, Hiccup looked back at the outpost. He was still close enough to see Fishlegs bathing Meatlug and the twins lounging on the sand. Hearing the distinctive roar of a Monstrous Nightmare, Toothless turned sharply to narrowly avoid being buzzed by the large dragon and his obnoxious rider. Hiccup turned his head to scowl at the self-assured pair, laughter echoing as they sped away. At least he knew where Snotlout was now. It then occurred to him then that he still hadn't seen Astrid or Stormfly. Something didn't feel right.

Hiccup raced to catch up to Hookfang, asking Snotlout when he had last seen them. Apparently the pair ran a perimeter check the day before, with Snotlout joining as likely unwanted company. Everything seemed normal, other than the fact that she barely said four words the entire flight. Concerned, Hiccup guided Toothless back to the Edge to check with the others. According to Fishlegs, she had been up early the previous morning, working on her chores. But as soon as she finished, she returned to her hut rather than going to the clubhouse for breakfast. Fishlegs hadn't seen her since.

The last time anyone saw Astrid was the night before, when Tuffnut was collecting supplies to make a yak costume - - Hiccup didn't ask. She was sharpening her axe as she sat alone on the edge of the platform in front of her hut. The mischief-maker was briskly walking past her when they heard Hiccup yell from the hut next door, demanding Tuffnut return his leg. Before making a run for the boar pit, Tuffnut reported seeing Astrid shoot up and hurry into her hut without a word.

This wasn't like her. Astrid was confrontational, not timid. She didn't run and hide when faced with an uncomfortable situation. Whatever was bothering her apparently had her really out of sorts, and Hiccup was afraid he was the cause. He had had enough and needed to clear the air with her. Marching to her hut, he knocked on the door. Then he knocked again, pushing the door ajar. He was startled to discover that the fortified door was unlocked, and even more so to find that she was nowhere in sight. Hiccup's first reaction was to panic, wondering if she had been taken as part of Viggo's plot. As he turned to run back out the door for help, he saw a quickly scrawled note pinned to the wall with one of Stormfly's spines. The runes were clearly Astrid's, and the blunt message within was true to her communication style: "_Need time alone, going to Berk. Will return. - A_"

"Damn it!" Hiccup hissed under his breath, grabbing the note and sprinting towards the stables. Toothless bounded after him, confused by his rider's outburst. Hiccup wasn't surprised when he reached the pens to confirm that Stormfly and her saddle were missing.

He couldn't believe it. Hiccup could imagine why she needed time away from him, but didn't understand why she didn't just say something to anyone. Why she had to go all the way to Berk for some space. She left her team a man down when they could be drawn into a fight at any moment. What was she thinking? Or what if she was captured mid-flight, too far from the Edge or Berk for aid. Hiccup had never felt so furious and terrified at the same time.

He considered taking Toothless and trying to catch up. Even if she had too much of a lead, he could confront her on Berk and bring her straight back. But with the way she was acting, would she even listen? He didn't know what her motives were, but loyally to him or the team clearly didn't factor in. Plus, going after her would mean leaving the island with even fewer defenders. He already left the outpost unprepared once, and he was lucky there were no casualties. Hiccup had no choice but to wait until she decided to return.

Six long days passed. Having read every source available and coming up empty handed, Hiccup was desperate for a distraction. Fixated on the fear that the Dragon Hunters would attack at any time, he tried to get the team organized and prepared. That proved to be an uphill battle, as all but one relished in getting on every one of his nerves. While Fishlegs was never part of the problem, he was also too meek to help control it. Astrid was usually the one who kept them in line. Even just her presence was enough to reconsider acting out. Hiccup needed her there, and the reminder that she wasn't caused his temper to flare. Fueled by weeks of turmoil and sleep deprivation, Hiccup exploded. Completely, one hundred percent, melted down. The team could only watch in shock as their patient, mild-manner leader erupted into a rage. Everyone one was called out, individually, and told to get their act together. They were reminded that their lives were at stake. Berk was in danger. Every dragon was a potential victim, including their own. If they wanted any hope of survival, they needed to get it together NOW. If not, they would be dismissed as riders for Berk.

Needless to say, his "pep talk" was not well-received. But they did get the message. Everyone showed up for strategy meetings when they were supposed to. Daily assignments were distributed to increase defenses and stock-up on provisions. There may have been some grumbling and snide remarks, but the work was done. As much as Hiccup hated to be the bad guy, he had to admit that it was pretty effective. They may actually have a chance, with or without Astrid.

A few days later, in the middle of the night, Hiccup heard a Nadder's cry. He stood up from his chair quickly, tossing his book aside. Toothless perked up from his spot on the floor, ready to run and greet them. Hiccup signaled for him to stay put, causing the dragon to tilt his head in confusion. As Hiccup hurried for the door, a thought stopped him in his tracks. What exactly should he say? The lines he had rehearsed in his head the past week suddenly didn't seem adequate. While he was relieved beyond words, he was also furious. Hiccup never imagined he would have to talk to Astrid Hofferson about desertion. This whole situation was so wrong. He shouldn't have to, but he had no choice but to remind her of her duties and place on the team.

Hiccup was then jerked from his thoughts by the sound of quiet footsteps approaching. The steps stopped at his door, then there was silence. Hiccup unconsciously held his breath, motioning to Toothless to stay quiet. "Hiccup?", a soft and weary voice called. Astrid. This was it. As he reached for the door, she spoke again. "Hiccup", she repeated, shaking, "are you awake?" The sound of her voice made him pause. She sounded weak and on the verge of tears. Every instinct was driving Hiccup to open the door and embrace her; to at least make sure she was okay. But he was still so raw and didn't trust himself not to lash out at her. So he did nothing. He stood as quietly as he could. Seconds later, he heard a trembling sigh and several sniffs, followed by retreating footsteps.

Hiccup's jaw tightened as he remembered standing on the other side of the door, feeling lost. That night was rough on him, and he didn't sleep a wink for the second night in a row. Yet again, he was faced with a dilemma that he felt ill-equipped to solve. There were problems, major problems, that had to be addressed. Whether he spoke to her as a lover or as a leader, she had to understand. But he didn't want to hurt her, subjecting her to anger that wasn't entirely of her making. The only thing he could think of was to wait to talk to her until he cooled down. And of course, that decision is what ultimately led him to his current predicament.

Hearing only the breeze and gentle snoring, Hiccup felt his irritated eyes sting as tears began to form. Not only was he facing impossible odds and held the fate of so many in his hands, but he would be doing it alone. Even if she fought beside him, they were now two completely separate entities with no overlap. There was 'him' and 'her', but no 'them'. If spending a few weeks emotional estranged from her hurt this much, what would the rest of their lives feel like? But as much as he wanted to take everything back, he couldn't. It was the truth, and he didn't need another reason to doubt her. He couldn't handle it. It was hard enough to have to question her integrity as a teammate; but after everything they had been through together, it was unbearable to still love her but know that he couldn't trust her.

It wasn't supposed to end at all, but it certainly wasn't supposed to end like this.


	3. Chapter 3

**AN: Thank you for all for the kind reviews, follows, and favorites! It's a great motivator to know that others are interested in the story and it encourages me to sneak time in to write whenever I can.**

**The T rating comes into play in this chapter, mostly in vague reference to adult situations (nothing graphic). There are also very frank descriptions about the symptoms that come with pregnancy, as there will be for the remainder of the story.**

**I hope you enjoy!**

* * *

><p>If Thor were merciful she would have been struck dead in her sleep.<p>

Instead, Astrid was curled up in her bed, on her side, staring at the wooden panels of the wall. Like she had been for the past two hours. But no matter how long she held her gaze and prayed that she would look up to find herself somewhere else, the world around her remained the same.

Slowly blinking to relieve dry, bloodshot eyes, Astrid groaned as she rolled onto her back. Every muscle and joint ached; her throat and chest raw from choking back sobs all night. At some point she had apparently fallen asleep, but her vivid dreams left her restless and exhausted. The worst part was waking, only to realize that reality was more troubling than what her mind had concocted.

Despite seeing strips of bright light shining through the cracks of her door, signalling that it was well into mid-morning, she had no desire to leave the bed. There was nothing for her away from her pillow, other than a painful conversation that would end with more yelling, more tears, and ultimately eighteen years of resentment towards each other.

Now she had to find the motivation to get up; to get dressed and walk outside. Somehow walk into the same room as _him_, while pretending that everything is fine, at least until she can finally talk to him in private. As if her entire world wasn't crumbling around her.

She didn't notice she was crying until she felt hot trails run down the side of her face. With a groan, Astrid quickly wiped the tears away, disgusted by her fragile emotional state. Gods, crying over a boy. She was supposed to be a warrior; she was expected to be strong. It was unlike her to feel so…pathetic. _No wonder he left you._

No, she couldn't afford to think like that. She needed to get a grip. To be fine. Or at least act like it. She had been _happy_ not too long ago. Right? She vaguely remembered smiling recently. Maybe within the last month. She couldn't remember why, but something must have made her feel good. Briefly.

So why did she suddenly forget what it felt like to be okay?

Fortunately, motivation can come for the most unlikely of places. In this case, it was a sudden, gut-wrenching wave of nausea that told her she had to move now or risk laying in her own vomit. Gracefully tumbling off the bed and slamming onto the floor, Astrid propped herself on her hands and knees, forehead pressed into the ground. Her arms shook from fatigue as her hairline became drenched in sweat. With her stomach violently contracting and her throat convulsing in a seemingly endless series of dry heaves, only a thick stream of saliva fell to the floor. She had never wanted to throw up so much in her life; at least then the feeling would eventually stop.

This was her punishment. The gods had a sick sense of humor and brought her to the point of welcoming a swift death, then denied her the escape. This was apparently the price for her flagrant disregard of her culture's societal norms. What was she thinking, laying out-of-wedlock _with the Chief's heir_? And if that wasn't enough, she allowed herself to be blinded by fear, going against her own moral code. In the end, her penance was the loss of her closest ally, and an uncertain future. The product of their short-sighted decision, driven by lust and wide-eyed ideals of love, resulted in an inevitable loss of control over her own life. It had always been hard for Astrid to forfeit control; it made her dependent on the tenuous integrity of others. Hiccup was one of the few who had earned her trust, and the power to make decisions that impacted her. Together they had made a decision that felt foolhardy in hindsight, and she personally made choices that left her with prospects for a life she never wanted. What was the point of fighting for that? Especially when she couldn't even scrape herself off the floor to face her ex.

Lowering herself to the ground, Astrid felt the cool wood pressing into her chest and thighs. As she lay in silence, she listened to the subtle sounds of her own breath. The soreness radiating from the pressure on her swollen breasts. The subconscious arch in her lower back that prevented her from bearing weight on her abdomen. It was curious that her body took the shape that provided the most protection to her sheltered womb without the intervention of her mind. Her entire body automatically functioned to its benefit, providing blood, oxygen, and nutrients. While her mind still carried resentment and uncertainty, the rest of her body was working tirelessly to provide an optimal environment for the creation of this new little being.

And that was it, wasn't it? This wasn't just about her. Or Hiccup. Every decision that she made from this point on would also impact this distinct soul, and determine their survival. It didn't seem fair, that an innocent baby could ultimately suffer for the poor choices of their parents. But then again, every child does. She did. And their child would too. But she could do everything in her power to protect them. Even if she couldn't muster the strength to fight for this for herself, she could for someone else. She had to get up, and she needed to talk to Hiccup.

With the queasiness finally subsided enough to see straight, Astrid grabbed the side of the bed and pulled herself to her feet. While she was beginning to acclimate to the off-and-on bouts of lightheadedness over the past few weeks, her growing sleep deficit was making it more difficult to function. The result was the sensation that the floor was moving without her, then suddenly stopped as soon as she caught up. With an outstretched hand, she used her arm to steady herself as she slowly staggered towards the door. Hopefully everyone would believe she was fine, even if she did fall flat on her face trying to walk on level ground.

It was going to be an excruciatingly long day.

* * *

><p>Astrid couldn't remember a time where she felt so far out of her element. Standing just out of view of the clubhouse, she was anxious at the mere thought of being the last to enter the room. Usually the first to rise and always early to meetings, it was a mundane but novel experience for her. She could clearly hear everyone else talking and moving about, but at a very low volume. Her entrance would be noticed, and she honestly would rather disappear. But avoidance is what landed her in the Hel she currently occupied, so she reasoned that the only path was forward.<p>

Standing up straight, trying to ignore how tender her abdomen felt from dry heaving, Astrid entered the communal space. She kept her gaze to the back of the room, knowing Hiccup wouldn't be there. Subtly peering to the side, she confirmed that he was in fact at the front as the rest of the team lazed in various locations eating or, in Tuffnut's case, falling asleep in their breakfast. They mumbled half-hearted greetings as she passed, too tired and/or disinterested to engage. _Good._ Having passed that hurdle, Astrid worked up the nerve to look towards Hiccup, steeling herself as she did. She had tried to prepare for how it would feel when they saw each other, but having never been through the experience, she didn't have a clue what it would really be like. She expected to see _something_ when he looked at her. Anger, love, regret, disappointment. Anything. Instead, she received a vacant uninterested glance, as though he were looking at a table.

"Astrid, thank you for joining us" Hiccup announced evenly, looking down at the papers in his hand, though there was a hint of sarcasm in his voice likely linked to her truancy. She bit back a scowl as she walked towards a chair.

Hiccup waited for her to find a seat, then returned his attention to the rest of the group. "Alright, everyone listen up. We have a lot to discuss and then we need to get on to our assignments."

A collective groan filled the room. "Oh goody, Princess Outpost is still here…", Snotlout grumbled as he crossed his arms and leaned back in his chair, earning a stern glare from Hiccup.

As Fishlegs began to provide an update on the latest dragon census, Astrid's weary mind started to wander. Despite how she felt earlier, she was surprised to feel her stomach gnashing with hunger. She crossed her arms tightly over her stomach, leaning forward to apply pressure to hopefully relieve the discomfort. As she tried to ignore the sensation and tune back into Fishleg's report, her stomach began to audibly gurgle and growl. She cringed, embarrassed by how loud it seemed. Maybe no one else heard it. She lifted her gaze to see Snotlout looking at her curiously, raising an eyebrow. Hiccup also looked at her, tracking his eyes over her huddled form. She could have sworn he looked concerned, but considering how he likely felt about her, it was more likely contempt for yet another interruption. This was not helping her to keep a low profile.

Since she was already disrupting the meeting, she quietly wandered over to the breakfast table, pretending to listen as Fishlegs droned on. But as soon as she looked at (and smelled) the food offerings, her stomach flipped. Marinated sardines, steamed cabbage, and pickled onion…it all sounded nauseating. Who was in charge of cooking today? Unable to stand the stench any longer, she settled on a piece of stale bread and headed towards the other side of the room, getting as far away from the offending odors as possible. As she crossed the space, Astrid could sense a set of eyes following her, but she didn't dare look. Leaning against a nearby table, she absently chewed on the crust as she faced forward.

If Astrid was being honest, she wasn't really paying any attention to the thorough report on the sudden increase of Terrible Terrors. Her sleep deprived brain was running on fumes and she struggled to concentrate on anything. As she slowly scanned the room, her eyes cautiously fell onto Hiccup, who was now watching Fishlegs with forced interest. He was in "Chief-mode", she noted, trying to put up a front like he had everything organized and under-control. She knew he only acted like this when everything was falling apart.

And now, she had one more enormous issue to throw onto the pile.

Feeling her anxiety kick in, she took a deep breath. She could do this. She was Astrid. A Hofferson. She was overthinking things. It would be simple - after the meeting, take him aside, look him in the eye and say, "I'm pregnant." No stuttering, no breakdown or awkward silence…straight to the point. He'd appreciate that, right?

And then…well…she wasn't sure what happened after that. Would he freak out? Run away? Or stay and suffer with her? Either way, she couldn't see how this news would help to mend their fractured relationship.

"…so, that's why we'll be scouting to the south. Sound good, Astrid?"

She looked up from her plate, wide eyed and obviously just now joining the conversation. Apparently they had moved on from the census at some point and Hiccup was handing out assignments. Her cheeks reddened as she nodded dumbly, frustrated by her inability to smoothly cover her mistake. Hiccup appeared to be slightly bothered, but thankfully didn't call her out on it.

"Great. Any questions?"

Tuffnut, seemingly still asleep, suddenly lifted his head from his plate of cabbage and waved his hand about, smacking his sister in the process. "Ooh, oh, I have one!"

Hiccup stared at him, lip curled in disgust. "W-were you awake this whole time and just had your face….you know what, never mind. What's your question?"

Tuffnut leaned forward in his chair, locking eyes with Hiccup intensely. Every word was clearly emphasized: "You. Look. Awful."

Hiccup sighed heavily, rubbing his hand across his face. "That's…that's not a question, Tuff. Actually, it's just an insult…"

"Yes, and", Tuffnut continued, "it is a fact. Noun. A thing that is indisputably the case. 'Cause, yeah…you look like crap, H."

Hiccup shook his head, ready to defend himself when Fishlegs shakily interjected with a look of concern. "Well, I didn't want to say anything Hiccup, but you have been looking a bit, um, worn out lately…"

"And scrawnier than usual", Snotlout threw out with a smirk, "which I honestly didn't think was possible."

"Maybe a little irritable…" Fishlegs quietly continued.

"More like pissy", Ruffnut corrected.

"Aaaanyway", Hiccup drawled loudly, drowning out the group, "thank you for your concern but this is not the time for an intervention. We have a lot to do so everyone get to work. Astrid and I won't be far and if you see any sign of hunters, send Sharpshot immediately and we will return. Keep an eye on all directions, especially the cove."

Ruffnut stood from her chair, placing a hand on her hip as she scowled. "Ok, we got it, _Mom_."

Horrified, Tuffnut looked up at his sister. "Wait, Hiccup's our mom? Does Dad know?" Ruffnut responded by shoving him off of his chair.

Pinching the bridge of his nose, Hiccup sighed as he closed his eyes. "Guys this is serious. We know we will face them again and I do not want us on the defense. Snot, let Fishlegs know when you're done digging the new ditch and he can get started on reinforcing the wall. We meet back at sundown."

Snotlout rolled his eyes and groaned dramatically as he stood from his chair, giving it a kick for good measure.

Astrid watched the scene unfold, surprised by how the team's dynamics had shifted over the weeks. While it wasn't unusual for the twins to cut-up or for Snotlout to be obstinate, there was an edge to it that didn't exist before. Something clearly happened while she was away, and it put a rift between Hiccup and everyone else.

Shaking his head, Hiccup walked over to Astrid, a corner of his mouth quirked into a tight smile. "So, off we go then?"

Astrid searched her fuzzy memory quickly, trying to recall any portion of the meeting about where they were going...and why they were going there. "Oh. Uh, yeah. Great." She looked away from Hiccup, embarrassed, and heard him sigh.

"To look for the shipwreck Trader Johann mentioned?", he prompted with a frown. "The one with dragon claw marks? Any of this ringing a bell?"

She shrugged lightly, still feeling like she was trapped in a mental fog. "Sorry, I'm just…really tired."

His expression softened, nodding. "Yeah, I know the feeling", Hiccup mumbled, rubbing the back of his neck. As they stood in silence, Hiccup took a step back. "Why don't you grab Stormfly and I'll meet you at the cliff when you're ready." Unsure of what to say, she simply nodded and walked towards the stables as he returned to his hut.

As the pair parted ways, Snotlout leaned on his shovel, glowered at them. The twins wrestled on the ground a few feet away, Ruffnut trying to shove her brother's face into one of her boots.

"Oh, so Astrid gets to miss out on the hard labor. _Again_." Snotlout griped. "Why does she always get special treatment?"

The twins stopped tussling long enough to look at each other, devilish grins slowly spreading across their faces. "Probably because she gives _him_ "special treatment", Ruffnut cackled, looking knowingly at her brother. "y'know what I mean?"

Tuffnut threw his head back, laughing loudly. "Oh do I." Both continued to chortle, until Tuffnut suddenly stopped, looking confused. "No seriously, do I?"

Snotlout looked at them both, eyebrows knit and his face twisted in a mixture of disgust and pity. He then focused his attention on Ruffnut. "Wait, was that supposed to be a sex joke? Because that was awful. What would have been _funny_ is if you said…"

Ten minutes later, while the trio continued to avoid their work and argue over the finer points of lewd comedy, Astrid trudged up towards the cliff with Stormfly in tow. Hiccup was already further ahead, but stopped so that she could catch-up. Toothless sat waiting at the top of the cliff.

Walking side-by-side, Astrid took a deep breath, prepared to deliver the news.

But before she could, Hiccup cleared his throat. "So…last night, uh…", Hiccup gestured with his hand as he searched for the right word.

She exhaled, sensing that the announcement would have to wait. "Royally sucked? Blew?", she flatly offered.

"And then some", he agreed, giving a weak smile.

They walked in silence as they approached the crest. He suddenly reached for her hand, lightly clasping her wrist. "Hey", he murmured, stopping her and turning her to face him. She was taken aback by how sincere he looked, so different from the cold expression in the clubhouse.

"Astrid, I…", he stumbled, trying to find the right words. "Look, I didn't mean to get so angry. I mean, I meant what I said, but, I don't know…I probably could have said it without yelling. And stomping off."

Astrid smiled warmly, touched that he too felt guilty about the previous evening. The heaviness that had encased her for the past week suddenly lifted a little, and she considered the possibility that they could work through things. Maybe have a future together. She was about to offer her own apology….

"It was very unprofessional, and not the way a leader should speak", Hiccup seemed to recite. His tone was suddenly more formal, like how his father taught him to deliver speeches. "I…let my anger get the better of me, a-and for that I apologize."

Astrid struggled to hide her displeasure and bit her tongue She could feel the familiar frustration bubble inside her. This had been a recurring theme lately; his narrow focus on how everything reflects on his image as the head of their team and, though he would never admit it, his ability to be the future chief. There was never mention of how it affected his ability to be a good friend, let alone a lover.

But she tried to tamp down the pent up anger. Her goal was reconciliation, and she wanted to earn his trust back. She had to explain her most recent behavior. He didn't know it yet, but they were about to embark on a long partnership and whether they were friends or something more, they needed to be on the same page.

"Uh, thank you, Hiccup", she said with a forced smile, "I, appreciate that. And I needed to tell you…"

"There's just so much happening right now, you know?", he blurted suddenly, sounding almost unnerved. "We aren't any closer to finding the Dragon Eye, and other than that small group of hunters we saw two weeks ago, we haven't seen any sign of Heather or Viggo." He ran his hand through his hair, not looking at Astrid but focusing on the horizon. "I've spent weeks trying to figure out what the game board meant…why he wanted me to see it. He - he's setting a trap, you know? And if I don't even know what it looks like, how do I keep from setting it off? I can't…", he sighed weakly, "I can't figure it out."

Even through the frustration, Astrid's heart broke for him, feeling his old insecurities returning. But whereas before he was a brilliant yet misunderstood boy, he was now a young man who was no longer the smartest player in the game. The weight on his bony shoulders was immense as he struggled to keep a step ahead of their adversary. Whether it was to stop the senseless hunting of dragons or to protect his people, there was too much being wagered and he risked losing it all.

She gingerly reached her hand out to touch his shoulder in support. It was the first time she felt awkward touching him since they were fifteen. "You will", she said simply with a soft smile. His eyes met Astrid's at the contact, and though he snorted dismissively, he reached up to cover her hand with his, giving it an affectionate squeeze. Her heart quickened as he rubbed his thumb over the back of her hand. She leaned in towards him slightly, craving the closure of the distance between them.

Then, his expression tightened. "Sorry, I shouldn't be complaining to you, especially after yesterday. Honestly, as awful as last night was, it's probably for the best." Hiccup gave her hand a final squeeze before removing his, signaling her to do the same. As her arm fell back to her side, she leaned away, casting her crestfallen gaze to the ground. He sighed, shaking his head slightly. "Until we defeat Viggo and get the Dragon Eye back…I just…can't handle anything else. I need to focus on getting us through this."

And just like that, they were back where they started. An uncomfortable silence hung between them, each lost in their own thoughts. Hiccup looked up the hill at Toothless, who crooned sadly as he curled up on the ground.

Finally looking back at Astrid and seeing her dejected expression, Hiccup took a step towards her. "But I want us to be okay", he assured. "We're a good team, Astrid, and I don't want that to change." He bit his lip, looking at her expectantly as she kept her head down. "But", he sighed, "I also have to be able to trust you. So, please…no more lies."

She slowly looked up to meet his stare. When she stood this close to him, she could see the physical signs of burnout. His eyes, bloodshot and fatigued, were accented with dark circles. Sallow skin muted his vibrant freckles; his strong jaw was more accentuated than usual, gaunt from noticeable weight loss. Tuff was right; he looked terrible.

He couldn't do this…she couldn't do this to him. Seeing him so broken, consumed by his own self-doubt, she felt completely inadequate. Her purpose, as she saw it, even after everything, was to protect him. When they were younger it was to guard him from bodily harm, but as he opened up to her, she also became aware of his internal battles. While she couldn't fight his fears for him, he could open up to her and she would try to give him strength. To see past the sarcasm and aloof exterior and to build up his confidence. Before the incident with Heather, her assurances that he was enough were heard, on some level.

But things had changed now, and the distance he put between them prevented her from getting close enough to help him. She had already come to terms with the fact that he didn't need her protection on the battlefield anymore; he and Toothless were more than capable of defending themselves. Now, he didn't need her, period. He only required her skill as a warrior; the whole team did. Without the intimacy founded by trust, their personal relationship was downgraded to that of a future chief and one of his constituents. Formal, and civil, and impersonal.

She couldn't take away the pain he was feeling, but she couldn't bring herself to inflict more upon him. And while it hurt her in the moment, she reasoned that it would be less crushing than knowing that she had essentially chained him down with more responsibilities and a life with someone he didn't want. She couldn't give the child a father who didn't want to be there.

Suppressing the urge to cry, she swallowing thickly. With a practiced facade, the same she wore to hide her fear in battle, she donned the familiar mask once more. She looked into his eyes, resolute and assured. She forced a faint smile and willed her voice to still.

"No more lies."


	4. Chapter 4

Barely scraping the top of a thick cloud layer, the dragons and their riders soared as the mid-day sun reached its peak. It was an unseasonably warm day, but a refreshing breeze helped to cool the air. What should have been a day of leisure and recreation was instead wrought with tension. Contrasting the idyllic scene was a heavy sense of dread, and the ever-present fear of being ambushed at anytime. The Night Fury flew briskly at his rider's insistence, with the Deadly Nadder working to keep up with his pace. Their riders remained silent, both unsure of exactly what they would find on their journey, and whether or not they were meant to find it. This weighed especially heavily on Hiccup, knowing that they were taking a risk by actively looking for trouble. But as their first significant lead in weeks, he couldn't ignore the possibility that their search could yield valuable information to prepare for what was to come.

Rolling her shoulders to loosen taut muscles, Astrid peered past wind-swept bangs to watch the young man as they flew. He would occasionally dip under the vapor, just long enough to get his bearings, before returning to the relative safety of the clouds. Stormfly followed as he adjusted directions, going off of vague details nearly lost in an elaborate retelling of events by Johann. Astrid could see how tightly Hiccup gripped the handles of his saddle; the way his eyes never stopped moving as he searched every direction. His back and limbs were rigid, a far cry from his typically loose style of riding. Even Toothless seemed on-edge, looking up at his rider periodically with concerned eyes.

Other than a few quick prompts on which way to turn, Hiccup hadn't said much since they left Dragon's Edge. Astrid had given up trying to make small talk, each time either being ignored or interrupted because he could have sworn he heard _something_. Accepting that there wouldn't be conversation to distract her disquieted mind, or even anything interesting to look at other than an endless sea of clouds, she retreated to her own thoughts. Stealing another glance towards Hiccup, she found him looking ahead, jaw set and lips pulled tightly against his crooked teeth. He only did that when he was on heightened alert. Part of her wondered if he was thinking at all about them; at least dissatisfied by how things stood. But as much she wanted to believe that their personal crises would take precedence over his fixation on Viggo and the Dragon Eye, she knew that was not the case. That was, after all, part of the problem, wasn't it?

Aimlessly patting Stormfly's neck in gratitude for her efforts, Astrid was disturbed by how much she wanted to feel in that moment but couldn't. Every time sadness or anger would begin to well up in her chest, it would dissipate just as quickly. In its place was an exhausting numbness that stripped away both pain and pleasure. Even flying didn't carry the same thrill that it used to. It wasn't long ago that she went out of her way to be alone with Hiccup when he flew, giving them time to talk openly, be affectionate, and show-off in front of each other. It was childish, really, peacocking for one another as though they still had to earn their attention. As if the other wasn't already watching, intensely aware of their presence, absorbing every breath and touch. But despite its frivolousness, it was always fun.

_Fun_. She couldn't help giving a quiet huff, almost derisive of the very idea. It was a concept Astrid was not well acquainted with in her youth, too burdened by the harsh realities of a struggling village trying to survive. It was a pastime of the weak, in body and mind, either too stupid to recognize the dangers that surrounded them or too frail to defend themselves from it. It was one of the key differences between her and Hiccup, a divide that prevented her from relating to the unusual boy for so many years. Even after that first fateful flight, having gained a surprising respect for him, it was the one characteristic that neither could understand in the other. She felt he wasn't serious enough; he argued that she was too inflexible. Ultimately, they were both right and, in their best times, they balanced one another. Hiccup grew to appreciate the responsibility his birthright carried, and how it would ultimately impact the entire tribe. Astrid was finally able to relax and laugh, even allowing herself to be silly at times. But only in front of Hiccup. She knew he wouldn't judge her if a joke fell flat, or if it accidentally offended. She never worried that he would use anything she did or said in a moment of levity against her at a later time. The boy knew her intentions, and was the only person who ever looked at her as though she were inherently good. It was an intimacy they shared, strangely requiring more confidence for her to feel comfortable being at ease in front of him than it took to display her body.

Now, it seemed that their influence on one another may have gone too far. Hiccup had become too serious, unable to appreciate life's joys for any extended period of time. He didn't find humor in little things like he used to; wasn't the one to seek fun and bring her along for the ride anymore. It seemed like the rare times they were together over the past month were just opportunities to sulk and steep in the heaviness that surrounded them. Misery always has loved company. Towards the end of their relationship, even their trysts had shifted, no longer sweet and playful but aggressive and needy. There were times when his mind clearly wasn't in the moment, instead fuming about everything in life he couldn't control, funneling his frustration into her. The act became a tool to process an intangible pain, rather than an expression of their love. He said he enjoyed it, but he didn't seem to be having fun anymore. At that point, she really wasn't either.

As for her own downfalls, she now felt incapable of giving anything the seriousness it warranted. She could be depressed, and overwhelmed, but lacked the discipline to be truly concerned about anything. At least not enough to change it. The drive she once had to fix everything was gone, causing her to grasp for quick but insufficient solutions that only addressed part of the problem. For the first time in her life, she was indecisive and a passive observer of her own life. Even with this pregnancy, she couldn't gather the motivation to make a definitive choice.

It had been difficult to focus on anything over the past several weeks. For a while it was simply the absence of thought; her exhausted brain idling as time unknowingly slipped through her fingers. As disruptive as that was, she preferred it over her present mental state. Her mind was now flooded with thought, in a churning current that prevented her from focusing on any single idea for more than a few moments. Unwanted visualizations would overtake her consciousness, dragging her attention from the real world to false realities that played before her. Overwhelmed by the seemingly simple task of making a decision, she would experience different scenarios as they played out, each representing a different path that she could take and the ramifications that followed. This chaos was made all the more disconcerting as the vivid scenarios layered on top of one another, creating a disorienting soundtrack of disconnected thoughts. It was like an endless waking nightmare that she couldn't control.

As miserable as she felt, it killed her that she could choose to end the anxiety right away. That she was actively torturing herself through her own passivity. Astrid swallowed thickly as she thought of telling Hiccup, right at that moment. What his expression would be, as he sat only feet away from her. The expected shock, perhaps anger or resentment, and ultimately resignation. Packing her belongings, after only just starting to feel settled at Dragon's Edge. Tears threatened to fall as she saw the lack of light behind his eyes as he did the same. He had finally escaped the confines of Berk's expectations and was finding himself; now he would be trapped indefinitely. She could practically hear the dull tone of his voice, his hopes for a life of adventure gone. They had made a bad decision. She was _his_ bad decision. There were flashes of a hurried wedding ceremony where no one looked joyous, least of all the bride and groom. The shamed looks on their parent's faces, displaying their contempt for her and their grandchild. Hiccup's indifferent expression. Thoughts of weddings and matrimony had never appealed to the young woman, but this vision was more distressing than any she had experienced in the past. The relief of being bound to someone she cared for rather than a cold stranger was overshadowed by the disturbing hopelessness in his unfixed gaze, and the knowledge that she was the cause. No matter how unhappy and burdened Hiccup was, he would soldier through while hating his existence. The thought that she could choose to shield him from that life but not do so felt like dragging him into an undertow simply so that she didn't drown alone. It seemed wrong...even after everything, she couldn't be the reason he lost what made him so special to her in the first place.

Astrid hadn't realized she was holding her breath until her cheeks pulled back to stifle a yawn. While the invigorating breeze initially helped her feel more awake, the growing exhaustion was making it difficult to keep heavy eyelids open. Blinking rapidly, she tried to will herself awake. In her seated position, she rolled between her knees and curled toes, trying to increase the blood flow to her fatigued legs. Looking around groggily, she locked on to Hiccup's tousled hair as it whipped in the wind. It suddenly occurred to her that he had removed the braids she tied before leaving for Berk. While it was normal for him to complain about her self-indulgent ritual, his reluctance to remove them always secretly thrilled her. While she lacked his skills as a craftsman and the domestic prowess of other women, Astrid was more than proficient at creating intricate plaits. It was a subtle way she could show her care for him, especially knowing that he grew up without anyone to fuss over him. It was a role she was happy to fill. Despite his halfhearted protests, she never failed to notice how he would find ways to draw her attention when the braids began to loosen, then sit patiently as she redid them. She loved those quiet moments, savoring the feel of her fingers rhythmically moving through his hair. Seeing him now, without braids for the first time in nearly two years, caused her heart to squeeze painfully. Another reminder that he had made the decision to place distance between them, and of the fading influence her existence had on him. It now felt pathetic to still cling to tattered hope, exhausting any precious energy on considering a future together. He had made his feelings known and, as the wronged party, she reasoned that it was his right to draw the boundary lines.

Perhaps she wouldn't have to make a bold decision after all, as it seemed that he was already making it for her. If the plan was to avoid forcing Hiccup into a future with her, then that narrowed her options. She obviously couldn't stay on Dragon's Edge for long. Likewise, she couldn't go home. Although Gothi of course knew of the pregnancy, Astrid never confirmed the paternity. The elder did raise a gray eyebrow, pointedly looking out the window at the Chief's house before returning her gaze to the girl's abdomen. But she pretended not to know what the old woman was asking, afraid that any answer she gave would ultimately incriminate Hiccup. But between the timing of conception and the rumors that already existed about their relationship, everyone would figure it out. Knowing her luck, the kid would come out with russet hair, green eyes, and freckles. The fact that they would also be the rightful heir to the chiefdom would only encourage the level of scrutiny by others. And then of course, _he_ would eventually know.

Another option was to raise the baby away from Berk and everyone she knew. Start fresh in a new town, far enough away that others wouldn't look for her. While her ego would like to imagine that family and friends would look to the ends of the earth to find her, in truth, her parents were the only ones at this point who would fervently search if she suddenly disappeared. But at their advanced age, they wouldn't be able to travel on dragon-back for long. A three day flight should be enough, and maybe not the first town she encountered. There was an almost romantic notion to the whole scenario; a young woman on the run in a strange village, relying on her determination to start a new life. She could almost envision the adventures one could have in an exotic setting, meeting new and interesting people. It was a possibility, but in reality she knew it would be a very difficult existence. A nineteen year old with child and a vague backstory would struggle to find a safe, consistent home and keep food on the table. There would be a lot of decisions to make, and she would have to be willing to do whatever was necessary to make a living. The work would likely be grueling, possibly demeaning.

This potential path ignited a form of mourning within herself; a part that still grasped onto remnants of her childhood dreams. There was no feasible option that would allow her to be a warrior or soldier, especially coming from an undisclosed land with a baby in tow. While Astrid doubted that she possessed any maternal instincts, even _she_ didn't feel comfortable with the idea of raising a child in a violent and chaotic environment. It was the childhood she had, but without anyone to watch their backs. Plus, as the sole caretaker, she would be jeopardizing the child's future every day, leaving them seemingly orphaned if she were to fall in battle. She would have no say in who raised them, or any assurance that they would be cared for at all. While she felt some resentment at the thought of being unable to obtain something she worked so hard to achieve, fault couldn't be placed on an innocent baby who had no hand in their own creation. Only she and Hiccup were to blame, and because of her other choices, she couldn't help but absolve him. As much as she desperately wanted to be angry at someone else, she couldn't justify it in her own self-loathing.

A sudden gust of wind pulled her attention, as Toothless flapped his wings before gently diving below the clouds. She looked around as Stormfly maintained her altitude, quietly trilling as she awaited their return. When the pair finally reemerged, Astrid couldn't help but stare at Hiccup. He had grown in many ways, and looked especially older lately due to stress and lack of sleep. The baby fat melted away over the years, revealing an angular bone structure. His nose became more prominent and his hair had thickened. But she still saw the same eyes and chin of the fifteen-year-old boy she knew so well. Even as he became more self-assured, there was still an endearing awkwardness to his movements. His voice, though deeper, still carried a distinct quality that always took her back to a time when life was more simple for them. Those memories of a fledgling friendship and innocent courtship reminded her of a period when genuine happiness was not hard to come by. Just seeing his face in certain angles or hearing specific vocal inflections transported her back to that feeling. So what would it be like to experience that, but through pieces of him in the face of a child? She couldn't decide whether it would be a depressing reminder each day of what was lost or a fond memory of a better time that kept her going. Thinking about it now, in her pessimistic state, she couldn't imagine any joy that could come from that. The idea of not having him in her life, in any capacity, seemed unbearable.

So was it possible to shelter him from unwanted responsibility and still play an, albeit, minuscule part in each others lives? The only route she could imagine would be to leave temporarily to carry and deliver the child, then find a kind family who would raise him or her as their own. It would take time, and it would be an enormous gamble, never able to be sure of their adoptive parent's true intentions. But the child would have a chance at having a normal, healthy family. That was far more than she could offer. Once they were placed, then she could return to Berk, though likely facing rumors of her pregnancy. Ideally, she would be able to deny any allegations. If there was evidence against her, she may have to claim miscarriage, or insist that the child belonged to another man. She would likely still be ostracized, but at least Hiccup wouldn't be dragged through the mud with her. He wouldn't have the burden of knowledge, knowing that something important was missing from his life. But being ignored or vilified by her tribesman, called degrading names against her virtue, and shaming her family was still a very high price to pay.

But even if she could get past the ridicule, could she honestly live like that? Waking up each day, going to work, and sleeping every night, knowing that a piece of her, of _them_, was somewhere else? Worrying about whether or not they are being protected? If they wondered where they came from and why they were left behind?

It was strange to think of missing someone she didn't even know. The child was there, literally _right there_, but there really wasn't anything to know about them yet. There were no swelling of happiness and pride that she often saw in the faces of expecting women. She obviously wasn't dying to spread the news; what was the point? There would be no celebrations. Congratulations would instead be judgmental stares and venomous words. There were no hopes for the future of this child, only fear. And though she lacked an emotional connection to the life within her, she was devastated that there was nothing she could do to protect them from the life that awaited.

"We're getting close".

Hiccup's voice shocked Astrid out of her ruminations. Stormfly was already descending into the clouds, following Toothless as he slowed his pace. Glancing down at the ocean below, she didn't see anything of significance other than a tiny cluster of isles to their far-left. She was about to ask Hiccup what other landmarks he was looking for, when she realized he was staring at her. His head was tilted slightly, as he looked her in the eye with concern. "Everything okay? You don't look so good…"

Realizing that her face must be reflecting her anguish, she intentionally relaxed her features. "No, no...I'm fine", she quickly insisted. Seeing that Hiccup look unconvinced, she clarified, more calmly, "Breakfast isn't sitting so well."

His brow furrowed deeper. "_Bread _isn't sitting well?"

Apparently he paid better attention than she gave him credit for. "Well, not the bread itself", Astrid backpedaled, trying to keep her tone even. "But my stomach was upset since this morning. I mean, last night. Eating just made it feel worse". A blush came to her cheeks and she realized how quickly she was speaking, and how suspicious Hiccup seemed. Taking a quick breath, she made a point to slow down and put on smile that she hoped was convincing. "But really, I'm fine."

He looked her up and down, the same skeptical expression on his face. "Ookaaay…", Hiccup drawled, a tone she knew too well. She wasn't fooling him, but he wasn't going to press it. For now. "But if that changes, say something."

Astrid nodded in agreement, though if she could do a better job of concealment, hopefully she wouldn't have to say anything. Looking ahead, she saw something floating among the waves. Long and thin, she could barely make-out the trail of white fabric the fluttered in the current. A ship's mast.

"There it is!" she announced, happy to have a distraction from any further questioning. Following her line of sight, Hiccup guided Toothless towards the object. As they approached, they were able to see pieces of the destroyed vessel scattered about. Splintered planks of wood bobbed in the rolling waves, and busted barrels were tossed by the ocean's swells.

Toothless flew ahead, circling the wreckage to find a piece stable enough to land on. The stern was tilted but still fairly intact, providing enough surface area for both dragons to land. Once confident in their buoyancy, Hiccup hopped off, taking in the surrounding debris.

"Looks like some of it already sank", he noted. "I don't know if there is anything left to find, but we have to look"

As she slid off Stormfly's saddle, Astrid's gaze was drawn to patches of dark, disintegrating wood. "I'm guessing they were attacked from the front", she theorized, examining the ship's remains that floated nearby. "There are chunks of the hull everywhere. Some of it is charred...must have been a fire at some point. What was this ship carrying?"

Kneeling down to examine a severed line of rope, Hiccup gave a slight shrug. "Apparently, metal."

She turned her head to look at him, surprised by his response. "Precious metal?"

With a shake of his head, Hiccup stood and met her gaze. "No, just metal. Same stuff we have at the forge."

Her face twisted with confusion, biting her lip as she contemplated the attacker's intent. "Why would someone go to all this trouble for regular metal?"

Hiccup nodded in agreement. "And why would they need that much?"

Glancing at his expression as he scanned the area, she noticed his jaw tighten as his brow knit. "You think the Dragon Hunters did this", she concluding.

He barely nodded, eyes analyzing every detail. "Well, Trader Johann said that there were several ships attacking at once. It was coordinated". Hiccup turned to look at her, "know anyone else with an armada?"

Astrid looked back into the waves with a grimace. "Wonder what happened to the sailors…", she grimly muttered.

Hiccup followed her gaze, slowly shaking head. "I don't know...keep an eye out. And be careful".

Toothless suddenly began to growl, his pupils narrowing to slits. Stormfly stepped away in surprise, wings out and tail lifted in defense. Hiccup and Astrid froze in place, eyes wide.

"Bud...Toothless it's okay", Hiccup soothed. "What's wrong?"

Astrid looked around for anything that could have upset him, but there weren't any threats to be seen. Toothless continued to growl, turning towards Stormfly with teeth bared. The Nadder returned his aggression with an offended scream, retracting her spines.

"Stormfly!" Astrid shouted, starting to move towards the dragon. Two arms suddenly reached around her waist, pulling her back until she was pressed against Hiccup's chest. The sudden movement made the stern they stood on sway in the waves, nearly toppling them over.

"Astrid, don't!", he instructed. "I don't know what's wrong with him. Just...just stay here." The pair stood still, keeping their eyes on the raging Night Fury.

Astrid began to shake as the adrenaline built up. Hiccup's hands subconsciously ran up and down her arms, trying to settle her as he kept his gaze on Toothless. Dropping his hands, he carefully crept away from her and towards the dragons. In need of a back-up plan, the young woman noted the pieces of debris between her and Stormfly, planning a route to get to her if they had to make a quick exit.

Hiccup slowly edged towards the disgruntled dragon, hands out in a submissive stance. "Hey Toothless, what's got you so worked up, huh? What is it, bud?"

He kept his eyes locked on Toothless, who continued to glare and snap at Stormfly. He didn't acknowledge his rider as he approached. Hiccup looked down at the ground near Toothless' claws, spotting a large bulbous gourd with hairy root caps. "Dragon root" he called over to Astrid, exhaling with relief.

"So he won't hurt you?"

"No, he shouldn't. But Stormfly needs to keep back."

Eyes locked on Stormfly, Astrid was alarmed by how threatening the dragon's stance was becoming. "I have to go calm her down, if she panics…"

"I know", he replied shortly as he continued to approach Toothless. "Just watch your step, she's getting agitated too. Don't come in from the side, she could snap her wings."

She wanted to bark back at him, daring to order her about how to handle _her_ dragon, but there was enough hostility in the air as it was. Carefully approaching from behind, Astrid reached out until her hand touched Stormfly's hide. "It's okay girl. He can't help it; he'll be alright in a minute" she soothed.

Hiccup edged closer to Toothless, struggling to balance as he stepped over a gash in the wood. They bobbed wildly with the ocean as the Night Fury thrashed. Astrid watched, on the balls of her feet ready to run if needed. The young man was a stronger swimmer than she was, but with an agitated dragon nearby, he would need any help he could get.

Toothless suddenly snarled and lunged forward, causing Stormfly to back up, pulling Astrid with her. As the platform tilted under their weight, she heard something rolling at their feet. Following the sound, she saw several Dragon Roots roll to the other side of Stormfly.

"Oh, gods", she groaned. "Hiccup, there's more…"

"What?!", he exclaimed, looking surprised and perturbed.

Stormfly let out a shriek, her golden eyes slit and spines fully engaged. Astrid ducked as the dragon's tail swung, using the opportunity to quickly grab one of the roots and toss it away.

"I think there's three more over here…", Astrid called out.

"Okay...um, try to move to the opposite side, I'll do the same", Hiccup instructed. "Maybe we can get them to roll towards us."

She nodded, slowly shuffling away from Stormfly, taking care to avoid her spasmodic movements. Astrid glanced up to see Hiccup doing the same, watching the angle of the platform as it barely tipped. "They're heavier than us, Hiccup. How do we get it to tip?"

"Come over here", he ordered, gesturing to the corner he stood in. As she slowly inched towards him, she became aware of how much they were moving with each passing wave, causing the horizon to dip and bob about. Astrid fought a sudden onset of nausea, and her legs became rubbery when she needed them most.

Seeing her legs beginning to buckle, Hiccup took two quick hops towards her, almost falling off the edge in the process.

"What's wrong?", he asked, almost sounding panicked as he hooked his arm behind her back.

"Just seasick, I guess", she weakly assured, gratefully accepting Hiccup's arm to stabilize herself.

Together they tried to maintain their balance until they reached the corner, watching the two dragons combatively hiss and snap and each other.

"Okay, now what?", Astrid asked, still gripping Hiccup's sleeve.

Hiccup's eyes never left their dragons. "Jump on 3", he said calmly.

Her head whipped to stare at him. "What?! Are you serious?"

He didn't respond. "1…"

"Hiccup, no, this is…

"2…."

"...crazy, what are you…?!"

"3!" he shouted, tightening his grip on her waist and jumping up, then slamming their full weight onto the corner of the platform. Astrid could feel her stomach contract, falling to her hands and knees when they hit the ground.

The platform slanted towards them for a moment, both dragons surprised and pausing their standoff. Two of the remaining roots rolled away from them and towards the center of the platform; the other rolled away from Stormfly towards Toothless. Outside of its influence, The Nadder flapped her wings, pupils widening as she instinctively stepped away from Toothless. Hiccup took the opportunity to quickly move towards the middle of the platform, grabbing both roots and chucking them into the ocean.

Behind him he heard a horrible moan and the distinctive sound of retching. Looking over his shoulder, Hiccup saw Astrid, still on her knees and gripping the side of the platform, face over the water as she emptied the contents of her stomach.

"Good gods, are you _really_ okay?!", he shouted as he continued moving towards Toothless.

"Great..", she groaned, unable to lift her head. "Never better."

Maintaining his balance, Hiccup reached Toothless and placed a hand on his side. "Hey bud, just calm down...you'll feel better in a second." With one fluid motion, he grabbed the root and flung it away from them.

Shaking his head, Toothless' pupils dilated as he blinked heavily. After looking around in confusion, the dragon bowed his head and looked up in embarrassment. Hiccup scratched under his chin. "S'alright, bud. You couldn't help it."

Stormfly also calmed down, lowering her defensive pose and continuing to shake her head. When her eyes fell on her distressed rider, the dragon gave a squawk and abruptly stepped forward to rush to her aid. The sudden movement caused the platform to sway again, almost triggering another wave of nausea for the young woman.

"Stormfly, stay", Astrid weakly instructed. "I'm okay."

"Yeah, right", Hiccup muttered, as he carefully walked towards her. Helping her up, he frowned at her greenish complexion and glassy eyes.

"So, we still going with 'bread'?", he asked, his tone more sarcastic than he intended.

Astrid returned an unamused glare. "I'm fine", she replied flatly.

"If you say so…", Hiccup sighed, looking around at the wreckage.

Embarrassed and desperate to break the awkward silence, Astrid spoke up. "Alright, so armada...dragon root…"

Hiccup nodded, moving towards a nearby plank of wood pierced with an arrow. Grabbing the shaft, he yanked it out and examined the point. "And these are the same. Yeah, I feel pretty confident saying this was the Hunters." He face darkened as he tossed the arrow aside. "Probably left the dragon root as a special surprise…", he growled.

"Maybe", Astrid replied skeptically, "or one of their barrels could have washed out in the attack...they must carry it to coat their arrows."

"No", Hiccup said firmly, "I don't believe for a second that was coincidence".

Crossing her arms over her chest, Astrid shrugged. "Seems kind of simple for a trap", she argued. "Annoying, but not especially dangerous".

Hiccup turned to look at her, his thick brows knit as he frowned. "We were trapped on a floating platform with a pissed off Night Fury and Deadly Nadder in the middle of the ocean. Exactly how much more danger is needed to impress you?"

She cringed at the heat in his voice, too tired to shoot back. "Hiccup, please", Astrid begged, "I'm just saying you might be giving them too much credit. I'm not trying to fight you…"

His expression relaxed, replaced with a look of remorse. "Right", he sighed as he looked away. "Yeah, sorry."

They were quiet, both continuing to search their surroundings for any other clues. As the sun began its descent, the dimming light was making it more difficult to see additional details.

"I guess we've seen everything that we can get to", Hiccup grumbled. "We should probably head back".

"Wait, Hiccup…", Astrid called, causing him to turn towards her.

He watched as she carefully stepped over to another piece of the hull. She crouched down, and pulled something from deep in the wood. After standing to her full height, back still facing him, she froze.

"Astrid, what is it?"

She hesitated, but slowly turned around and held out the object: a metallic spine.

Hiccup's eyes widened in recognition. "Razorwhip…", he whispered

"It's not just that one either, look", she pointed at the surrounding pieces of debris.

As they scanned the vessel's remains, the sun's golden light reflected off of others embedded in the floating scraps of wood.

"That fits actually; look at how this wood was cut", Hiccup pointed out, motioning to a cut in the downed mast. Perfectly straight slices.

"Hiccup, if they have a Razorwhip, it has to be Windshear", Astrid said. "Heather must have been here…"

The young man's frown deepened. "Yeah…", he replied, though his tone stayed low.

Surprised by his dour reaction, Astrid raised an eyebrow. "What's wrong?"

"Astrid, Windshear **attacked** this ship", he sighed, crossing his arms over his chest. "That only would have happened is Heather was guiding her to do it. She's obviously a part of all this. _Again_."

Astrid considered his words, but shook her head. "Maybe, but even if she is, she wouldn't _really_ be helping them. Not after everything she did for us. If this happened yesterday, then they are close by. We need to find her and find out what's going on."

"No", Hiccup immediately refused. "It's too much of a risk. Viggo could have set this up, so that we would leave Dragon's Edge or ambush us somewhere else. It's all too convenient."

"Hiccup…"

"Astrid, this isn't up for discussion", he adamantly informed her. "I'm sorry, I know you want to help Heather, but we can't be sure where her loyalties lie. We already risked our lives trying to save her once, and she flew off without a word. And now this? It's all pretty damning."

Feeling her ire nearing its breaking point, Astrid crossed her own arms and tried to bring her heartrate down. "Hiccup, please", she reasoned, "what if you're wrong?"

"We're going back to the Edge", he abruptly ordered as he walked away. Climbing onto Toothless, he turned to look at Astrid expectantly. She opened her mouth to argue, but Hiccup firmly shook his head. He was done.

Emotionally drained, Astrid struggled to stuff her anger down. She mounted Stormfly, avoiding Hiccup's gaze. As soon as she heard Toothless take flight, she halfheartedly urged the Nadder to follow.

The flight back was as quiet as the flight there. But anxiety had been overtaken by animosity. Hiccup was rattled, trying to take in the details to understand how it all fit into Viggo's plan. He didn't have the patience for being second-guessed, but at the same time, understood Astrid's doubts. He also struggled to believe that the sweet, shy girl who had treated him so well in their youth could become so deceptive and self-serving. But ever since she left without a word of thanks for his attempt to rescue her from Viggo, he had slowly come to the conclusion that she had likely been manipulating him all along. His suspicion that she returned to the Dragon Hunters after all that only validated his doubts. He felt stupid and embarrassed for letting it happen the first time. He wasn't going to make the same mistake twice.

Meanwhile, Astrid tried to reconcile various emotions, too knotted together to easily differentiate. She was deeply hurt that Hiccup wouldn't give her a chance to explain her reasoning or to suggest an alternative. In the past, he had always valued her counsel and at least considered her opinions before making a decision. But lately, he seemed to have taken on an authoritarian role, expecting unquestioning obedience from his team. At the same time, she felt ashamed that her actions likely influenced this new dynamic; that he apparently didn't believe in her anymore. Telling her what to do, where to stand...he didn't seem to trust anything she did.

Her thoughts returned to her decision about where to go from there. If this was how Hiccup was going to be, she didn't feel that telling him would be the best course of action. Ultimately, she knew staying wouldn't be an option, and she would have to leave before she began to show too much. Glancing up at him, she could feel her chest tighten. Despite everything, she still loved him and felt sick at the prospect of not being in his life. There wasn't a lot of time left before she would have to make a decision, but she was too conflicted in the moment. Truthfully, she was hoping he would give her a reason to reconsider. Maybe with a little more time, they could come out the other side of this Maelstrom they were in. Glancing down at her flat stomach, she reasoned that there was still time; that she didn't have to make a rash decision today.

This would all be a lot easier if she had someone to talk to. Someone who understood her. Hiccup had always been that confidante but obviously was not an appropriate outlet for this. There wasn't anyone else on the team who she felt would understand or show discretion. Astrid only had one other friend whom she trusted, and she didn't know how to reach her. Even if she did, she wasn't allowed to.

It was nightfall when they reached the outpost. As the dragons landed, Hiccup looked at Astrid as she climbed down from Stormfly. After a moment of avoidance, she finally looked up to meet his gaze, returning a blank expression. She could be civil but, damn it, she just couldn't work up a smile.

He gave a slight nod in understanding, then looked around for the others.

Glancing back at Astrid, he looked her up and down with concern. "You're still looking a bit sick; you should turn in early. I can give everyone a quick update."

She didn't know whether he was truly being thoughtful or just cutting her out of any further debates, but in the end, she was too tired to care. Without a word, she turned away and walked towards the stables with Stormfly. Passing Fishlegs as he ambled towards the clubhouse, she forced a small smile that she immediately dropped once she was out of sight. After securing the Nadder for the night, she slowly headed towards her hut. After everything that happened, she was praying that she would be able to get at least a few hours of rest.

Before reaching her front door, Astrid heard a rustling in a nearby tree. Silently reaching over her shoulder to grasp her axe, she quietly approached, ready to strike. To her surprise, the head of a Terrible Terror suddenly craned down from the branch to look right at her. It didn't make a sound, only tilted its head and stared intently. Astrid's mouth slacked in surprise; she knew this Terror. It was the forest green messenger that Heather used to communicate with her about their plan.

The sight lifted Astrid's spirits. Hopefully Heather sent it so that they could reconnect. Maybe then she could finally figure out what she was up to. She briefly considered going to tell the team, but she knew what the end result would be. Hiccup's paranoia was becoming a problem, and it clouded his ability to consider other options. In his attempts to keep them safe, he could inadvertently be putting them into harm's way by missing an opportunity to gain a strategic edge. He desperately wanted answers about Viggo's next move but stubbornly refused to speak to the one person who could help them.

And selfishly, Astrid realized she needed Heather. She needed someone she could confide in, woman to woman. To help her sort through this personal mess she got herself into.

Running into her hut, Astrid pulled out a piece of parchment and ripped off a small piece. Grabbing a charcoal pen, she leaned over her table to quickly scribble a message: "_Are you ok? We need to talk."_Tightly rolling the parchment, she grabbed some twine and hurried back outside. Looking over her shoulder to make sure the others were still meeting, she approached the tree as the Terror hopped to the lowest branch. It stood still as she gently tied the note around its leg with a solid knot. Taking a step back, Astrid watched as the Terror took off into the sky. She didn't know exactly what would come from this decision, but she knew things were about to change.


End file.
